Voices from the empty well
an immovable hard stone
bruised by
the cold shivering touches
of prostrating heads for ages.
Your pathetic prayers,
your humility and pitifyl cries
do not work here.
Your tears will be lost
in a heap of dust
and no trace
will be found on the ground.
Faint cries of ripples of a breeze,
groans of lonely human souls
- in this endless emptiness,
in this dumb pathos of life!
Shadows that cannot enter
from any side
are invisible walls
in the prison of life.
Where is the path of light
in the night?
Where is the land of liberty?
Darkness!
Darkness of dense despair!
The universe
is a heap of ashes in an oven,
our lives, insects crawling
in the corpse of this darkness,
pigs rolling
in a dirty pond,
vultures flying
on a corpse.
Where is that charm of life?
Where is that pomp and splendour